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NA 


As Jerry was buttoning his white, button-down shirt, there was a buzz at the intercom. Sean told him he 
would be down, but Jerry didn't expect him to come to the house beforehand. He went to the iPad mounted on 
the bedroom wall beside the door and saw that it wasn't Sean at the gate at all. It was Stone. 


He tapped the screen and spoke into the mic. "Hey, Stoney. What are you doing here?" 

Stone looked at the camera that was pointed at him and simply said, "I can't go." 

Jerry studied the other man's face for a moment and then tapped the button to unlock the gate. He hurried 
to fasten his belt, grab his jacket and tie and push his feet into his shoes to head downstairs and greet his 


friend. He opened the front door just in time to see Stone step out of his rental car. 


"Hey," He called out, raising a hand in greeting. Jerry wore a tight smile, lips pressed thin and eyes a bit 
wrinkled up. 


Stone wore his own strained smile as he stepped up to Jerry and, without a word, threw his arms around the 
blonde's neck and pushed his face into Jerry's hair. In a muffled, hoarse whisper, Stone said, "| couldn't go. | 


just couldn't go. | need to go, but -l just .." 

"Hey, hey," Jerry murmured as he held Stone tightly, one hand gently petting his hair. "It's okay. Come in Come 
here." He pulled back, stepping to one side to allow his friend to pass into the house. Jerry kept an arm around 
him until they were inside and then he closed the door. "Do you want me to go with you?" 

Stone swallowed and shook his head. 

Jerry tilted his head and put his hand on Stone's upper arm. "Do you want to stay here while | go?" 


He dropped his gaze to the floor and his shoulders sagged. "But they're expecting me." 


"Stoney, nobody is expecting you. After five minutes, with everybody else that's going to be there, nobody will 


even realize." 

"But what about - 2" 

"He doesn't care, either." 

With a sigh, Stone wandered away, out of Jerry's foyer and into his living room, where he collapsed onto the 
sofa. Jerry followed, putting on his tie. He gazed at his old friend as he tied it and then stepped in front of a 
mirror on the wall 

"Look okay?" 

"Yeah, fine." 

Jerry turned and gave Stone a little smile. "You're not even looking," 

“Sorry 

"You want me to stay with you?" 


"No, you should go. Tell Mike and Jeff that | | don't know. Tell them | just ." 


"Don't worry. They will understand. Just hang out here. I'll be back as soon as | can" He picked up his jacket 
and, as he passed, he placed a hand on Stone's shoulder and kissed the top of his head. 


Stone reached up and patted Jerry's hand. "You're a good friend. Thank you." 
"Anytime, baby. Make yourself at home." 


As Jerry reached the door, he turned back to see Harold, the cat, jump up onto the sofa next to Stone. 


When he arrived home again, Jerry pulled his car into the garage and turned the engine off. He sat still in the 
driver's seat for a long time. Both of his hands gripped the steering wheel as he thought about everything 
he'd just heard and seen His heart was heavy, his mind would not rest. His fingers curled around the wheel 
and squeezed until his knuckles were white. Jerry's breathing picked up and before he realized it, he was nearly 
hyperventilating. Leaning forward, Jerry rested his forehead against the steering wheel and squeezed his eyes 
closed, forcing himself to slow his breathing with calm, deep breaths. 


Once he had regained his composure, he got out of the car and went inside the house. It was quiet except for 
the distant patter of cat paws on the steps. Harold met him at the door and gave Jerry a series of welcoming 


meows. 
"Hey, buddy." Jerry bent and picked the cat up, putting him on his shoulder. "Where's Stoney?" 


He checked the living room, where he left Stone, and found it empty. Jerry scowled. He remembered the rental 
still being in the driveway. As he searched the house, inside and out, Jerry's heartbeat picked up and his 
breathing grew shallow and rapid again. No sign of Stone in the kitchen, the den, or the backyard. As he 
approached the stairs to head up to the second floor, Harold jumped off his shoulder and flew up the steps. 
Jerry quickly followed the cat into his bedroom and stopped short in the doorway. 


He found Stone curled up in his bed, sound asleep. Jerry smiled as he quietly approached. Stone's black suit was 
carelessly discarded at the end of the bed, his glasses sat on Jerry's bedside table. Stone had his arms 
wrapped around Jerry's pillow, holding it tightly. Something tugged at Jerry's heart, a feeling of deep 
protectiveness ached in him. As quietly as possible, Jerry took his jacket and shoes off. He loosened his tie and 
unbuttoned his shirt and climbed onto the bed to stretch out next to Stone. 


Instinctively, still fast asleep, Stone turned toward him and snuggled down deeper, resting against Jerry's side. 
He snuffled and murmured something that Jerry didn't catch as he threw an arm over the blonde man's 
midsection. Harold jumped up on the bed and curled up in a ball. Jerry sighed and sunk in, sliding an arm around 


Stone and letting his fingers gently brush his hair. 


He was just dozing off when Stone shifted and slowly lifted his head. Jerry gave him a soft smile and quietly 
said, "Hey." 


"Oh, god," Stone murmured and dropped his head to Jerry's shoulder. "How long was | out?" 
"Not sure. A couple hours, maybe." 
‘lm sorry." 


"For what?" Jerry resumed stroking Stone's hair, occasionally moving his fingers down to rub small circles over 


Stone's shoulders. 

"For „everything. Barging in here, taking over your bed, being a mess." 

"You're not a mess and you're not barging in anywhere. You're always welcome here. You know that.” 

After a few seconds of silence, Stone whispered, "Haven't been sleeping much." 

| can imagine." 

"How was it?" 

Jerry took his time answering, trying to find the right words. "It was sad. Sobering, | guess. It was lonely. All 
of our friends were there. My band, your band .lots of other people we know and love. But there was this 
weird, unspoken wall." He shifted a bit, leaning to the side to look at Stone's face. "So I'm glad you're here and 


I'm happy to have my arms around you." 


With a little sigh, Stone tightened his arm around Jerry. He closed his eyes and gently rubbed his cheek against 
the smooth fabric of Jerry's shirt. 


It grew quiet and peaceful as they lay together, holding each other. Eventually, the harsh realities of life would 
come calling again. But for just a little while, there was solace. There were refuge and safety. There was a 


togetherness that each of them desperately needed and just as desperately longed to provide to someone else. 


